
Monday evening saw me at home eating one of the first meals I have eaten in the hotel that did not 

involve a peanut butter sandwich of some kind.  After I finished my workout routine I started browsing 

through my food shelf, finally settling on a box of cereal I got out everything I would need to prepare the 

meal only to discover the plastic Tupperware I typically use for a cereal bowl had been left at work (it 

was pulling double duty to hold my bread for my peanut butter sandwiches at work that day).  In a 

moment of inspiration I pulled out a small 

cooking pot… making it official, that pot has 

been used as a cereal bowl more times than 

it has been used to actually cook stuff.  As I 

began eating I quickly discovered how stale 

this cereal was.  I wasn’t able to find an 

expiration date on the box, but I’m pretty 

certain it was left over from the Reagan 

administration. 

Tuesday evening provided the opportunity 

to eat a real dinner, one that would have 

been gladly supported by the Society for the 

Awareness of Adult Onset Diabetes.  

Tuesday I had a plateful of waffles 

smothered in peanut butter and syrup, a 

chocolate bar, and a vase of chocolate milk.  And before you ask, no that wasn’t a typo; I had a vase of 

chocolate milk.  None of the glasses provided in the hotel room were big enough so I used the vase I had 

bought Leslie to keep her flowers in.  It was nice only having to fill it half way; on the other hand, I am 

completely out of milk now.  And I will say this as well, while the frozen waffles available in Brazil don’t 

compare to what you can get in the US, if you put enough peanut butter and syrup on them it really 

doesn’t matter. 

It’s been nearly 8 years since I last lived anything remotely resembling life in a college dorm.  After 

dinner the other night I have to say that it would appear that things have come full circle, and let’s be 

honest dorm life has lost much of the glamor it used to hold.  To be fair, the company was much better 

in college, that and everyone else spoke English… or, at least most of them did.  Despite the fact that it 

has been a number of years there are still several lessons that have stuck with me to this day.   

1. Never drink directly from a jug of milk that is more than 2 weeks old. 

2. If, having made the mistake of not following rule 1, don’t try to wash the taste out with Dr. 

Pepper. 

3. Always make sure to taste the milk before you pour it over a bowl of cereal. 

4. When ignoring rule 4, don’t continue to finish the bowl of cereal if it “tastes funny.” 

It’s funny, writing this particular newsletter made me curious enough to go back and read some stuff I 

have written in the past; some of it dating all the way back to when I wrote for the newspaper in high 

school.  That, of course, led me to check up on the newspapers currently being published by my old high 

Oh look, a picture of my dinner, I better post it to Instagram 

immediately! 



school (it’s amazing what you can find online these days).  I do have to say, though my writing was fairly 

undeveloped and often sporadic I can’t help but comment that purely from a topical stand point, high 

school me was such a better writer than my peers.  So many of the things that people care about, 

society, politics, even religion to an extent, are so transitory; yet comedy is timeless.  I understand that 

that statement is not universally true, but as a general rule, it holds up pretty well.  I think that’s one of 

the reasons that I always feel compelled back into this genre, I may dabble in other areas from time to 

time, but I am always drawn back to my roots.  Sometimes this humor may be misplaced and I have to 

refrain from saying the first thing that pops in my head.  For example, I saw this posted on Facebook 

earlier this week “My baby Cricket (a nickname for one of her children) has to have her tonsils out this 

morning. I know I shouldn't be nervous, but I am. Prayers appreciated.”  And the whole time I only had 

two thoughts, “Who has a pet cricket?” and “A cricket has tonsils?”  As I said, sometimes it’s a bit 

misplaced.  Nevertheless, life is funny, God gave us the ability to laugh for a reason, and some of you 

guys are living proof that God has a sense of humor. 


